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grand chapel at Charterhouse to the deaths of the young.
But I did not go.   I went through Winchester without
stopping, wondering if they were really going to scar
Saint Catherine's Hill with a by-pass or some such road,
a white weal. "Ten to one on/31 thought; and wondered
once more what maladies they were which made us
destroy recklessly the beauty we have inherited, making
long rural streets instead of villages, allow people to erect
the vast majority of our buildings without employing an
architect, and appoint more and more professors of Town
Planning whilst doing less and less Town Planning and
even destroying squares, terraces and crescents which
were built by our ancestors who had never heard of
Town Planning but merely did it.  I searched my mind
for examples in the past of villainies as bad as our own.
After all there was that prime instance of Sir Christopher
Wren who planned an entirely new London after the
Fire, but the parsimonious and unimaginative tradesmen
insisted on having the whole thing run up on precisely
the same old lines, much to the detriment of modern
traffic and of the eyesight of people in City offices. And
think of the amount of destruction of our mediaeval
glories under Henry VIII, Edward VI, Cromwell, and
by all the vandals of the eighteenth century!  But the
worst of it is that what they put up in the place of the old
was not bad, and that even Nash himself, though no
great architect with his stucco falsities, did plan and did
put up harmonious things.   It remained for the nine-
teenth century to discover architectural ugliness and for
the twentieth to scatter it aU over the place as from a
pepper-pot and to spread it in straight lines beyond the
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